her But nothing happened Raising her eyes, she found
Ungern right beside her, staring at her as though she were
a curiosity at her short nose, her schoolgirl's complexion,
her parted, painted lips
Ungern's voice rang out, harsher than ever
'Orderly' Have this woman taken away and whippedf
D'you hear me?'
Madame Golubev was struck dumb She wanted to stop
smiling, but she couldn't Outside the tent, being dragged
away by two Cossacks, she was still smiling, and it was with
the same smile that she heard Ungern's voice behind her
Tm a gentleman, am P Well, if she's wearing drawers,
let her keep them on The whore, the whore, the whore|J
The silk resisted in places where the skin had split
and the blood-stained stuff stuck to the wounds
A detachment of Tibetans came to join Ungern's divi-
sion They were tall fellows, bristling with weapons,
solemn and child-hke They camped apart from the
others, and ate their food out of skulls mounted with gold
and silver The detachment was commanded by a Buriat
named Tubanov
This braggart, bawling man had been educated in the
primary school at Verkm-Udmsk Normally he would
have become a courtroom usher or a grocer's assistant
Nobody ever learnt what chance of civil war had turned
him into a Tibetan military leader
In the evening, at mess-time, the Russian officers gath-
ered round the Tibetans* bivouac, like visitors m front of
a cage of wild beasts, and exchanged ponderous jokes
about the coming renewal of the stock of skulls
'The Dalai Lama is a charming man,' Tubanov told
them obligingly 'Between ourselves, Dalai Lama means
"Lama of the ocean " '
Nobody knew whether he was talking seriously, but he
seemed to be
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